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Part | 


Author's Notes: 
Old story | was reluctant on posting,for it is really different from all I've written.but here it is. ENJOY!!! 


Richie's POV 


| decided to write down my story. It's not the most beautiful thing on earth, but | feel like sharing my 
memories with you and maybe bring some reflection to people who were like me. | WAS LUCKY..but | know 


people who couldn't and now are dead.either inside or outside. 


My story begin weeks after | got 18, by meeting him at a party. Warren Justin DeMartini..he was handsome, 


he was sweet..an angel! Little did | know he was a wolf dressed as lamb. 


He offered me a drink and | happily accepted. A cherry coke jack'n'coke. Tasted as a heavenly honey..it was pure 
poison from The Eden's Serpent's body. He smiled and took the seriousness off my face. He was irresistible! 
From his very tousled brunette hair to his very high heeled boots. Sooner than | expected | was licking my 


lips..wanting to touch him in the most common places, cuz | had no idea of where the other ones were. 


Sooner than | expected, | had a ring on my finger.Warren was my boyfriend and we were in and out our beds, 


sofas, backseat and against walls..that beauty almost always topping me. 


The moans that came out of my lips were purely lusty. | was addicted to him. Every drop of his venomous 


saliva drove me nuts and when | noticed, | was all spread beneath him, begging for his touch. 


Drooling for him during the day, being wet for him all night. | should have gotten it .. | should. | was head over 
heels for Warren | needed him inside me each time more.| went through tortures he put me .. just to get my 


reward: his cream inside me. 

| was loving him. Loving him to the core! Blind love is true. We would drink and fuck until we passed out..at 
least until | did.and the next day | was in pure pain. At the time, | used to say "this is a passionate pain!" now | 
know it wasn't exactly passionate. 

From sweet caresses to love nibbles and light nail use..to bites and scratches. | would always go home bleeding 
in all aspects..| would climb off Warren's car near my house and trot down to my porch..walking with a limb 
and leaving a trace of blood And | was dumb.. was too dumb..because | climbed the tree near my bedroom's 
window and get to it smiling, happy that | had spent time with the best boyfriend | could ever wish for. 


| should have known it, man. 


| should have known that it all was a lie when his speech went from: 


To something like... 
"Bitch! Clench around me, you dirty little slut" 


Warren was treating me like his propriety. His smile, it was disguising his evil grin His sparkle in the eyes, it 


was pure lust. His caress, it was meant to injure me. 


"Hey Richie, my darling..can | share you with my friend Robbin?? I've told him how amazing you are in bed and 


| wanted him to know how good and marvellous my boyfriend is.." 


He proffered these words all smiley, holding me closer and caressing my hair..all so lovely..how could | sent him 


anything! 


That night, | had two guys fucking me. | felt horribly satisfied. Warren on my mouth and Robbin up inside 
me..both calling me a slut. Tears rolled down my eyes as | noticed that..for real..l was a slut. But it all was 


worth it when | had my sweet lover smiling and looking at me, deceiving of course: 


"Richie..you're the best little bitch | could ever ask for ... | love youl" 


Part 2 


| remember one night, that Warren rolled on the bed to face me after he fucked me until | bled and said: 
"You know..you have a damn nice body .." There was hunger and mischief in his eyes. 
"Hum..thanks??" | was lost on how was | supposed to react to that. 


"I think you'd do a great stripper!" He bombed me with that one. He meant to share me and for me to use my 
body as a job! But of course it wasn't for ME to use my body as a money source, but HIM to do so. The 
worst part is that | was blind and accepted it. He was being my pimp. | was being his little bitch. 


And indeed | was. | wasn't living with my parents anymore, but with Warren. Feeling his dangerous caresses and 


his venomous tongue speaking words of love that meant nothing but lust. 


Men and women came and went from my bed.from my mouth..from me. | was exhausted and broken by the 
end of the day. | felt like a piece of garbage, used and thrown to trash like an useless piece of paper that once 
you write down what's troubling you..you crush it with all your might and throw it away. Touched and violated, 
marked, labeled..bitch.that was all | could feel about myself. 


Not rare were the tears that ran down from my eyes | as felt meaningless and violent thrusts inside me. | 
was used as nothing but a warm hole for old men and weirdos to bury their hard and barely touched dicks in 
All they knew was handjob at the still of the night, cuz if mamma caught them, they would be in trouble. And 
how | every day prayed for it to be so. If they got caught, | wouldn't be in this embarrassing situation, of 
having them brutally fucking me as all | have left are my tears and my voice, not exactly moaning, but asking 


for help, according to what my heart was saying. 
When | was finally done, completely worn out..there came round two. 


Warren touched me in places that were hurt or sore. | always asked him not to do it, but it was useless. | 
made a deal with my own private devil. He'd always get me all spread and fuck me until | either came already 
or, in the worst case ever but not the rarest, passed out. It always seemed as if he had spikes in his cock, 
because it hurt me all the time, made me bleed and the worst is: he rolled to his side and eventually groaned 


a good night. 


He gave me several gifts to break it up even with his constant abuses. Flowers, chocolates..diet one so that | 
wouldn't get fat (ugh!), jewelry but one caught my attention: a switchblade knife. "If a client ever hurt you..use 
this. But Just. With. Clients. Understood?!"..it was a self defense weapon and it had my name engraved on it, 
alongside with the petname he chose for me.."Richie Sambora.my sexy bitch" 


He was a wolf dressed as a lamb. 


One day, | found some pictures at his drawers as | looked for an ointment to ease the pain that was preventing 
me from working and even thinking. However, the content of the pictures made my heart ache way more than 


My ass at the moment. 


Pictures of our first night, when | passed out of pain For me, the night was over. For Warren tho..not quite. 
There were scenes of my collapsed body being violated in ways that aren't even imaginable. That moment | 
noticed, that every time | passed out, he used my body as it pleased him.he raped me. He had been doing this 
since the beginning. My crying just turned noticed to myself when | saw a tear covering my nude body in one 


of the photos..then | came down with tears and silent screams. 


"Well well well..it seems like my sexy bitch discovered things he shouldn't." his voice came from the bedroom 


door, all dark and rotten in its core. 


"..Warren..why?.what have | done to you?.." | remember my voice being shaky and too low, | didn't have any 


energy to say anything. 


"You are my bitch, and just this. " he began to walk towards me and all | did was running to my suitcase and 
my guitar. Warren never let me have a place in the wardrobe and also never let me play, so all my 


possessions were in these two cases. 
But he caught my arm and threw me to the bed violently. | thought it was my ending. 
Death. 


But no. Courage and strength came from nowhere and my then-flaccid muscles remembered they were once 
strong and pushed that devil off from me. | kicked his mouth and cut it. | made Warren bleed. He was 
there..standing still and shocked by my subversion to his orders, touching his injury and looking at the blood on 


his fingertips. For once..his own. 


| got up and grabbed my cases, but of course he offered resistance. This time, by holding me from behind, 
trying to yank down my pants and shove that hard cock of his inside my sore ass. | cried at the very touch 
of his nails near my crack as he tried to do so, and | hit him with the guitarcase, total strength. 


He blackened out. 


Warren hit the floor passed out. | wasn't believing that | did so. Touched his neck and certified he was alive, 
before | drew myself from him, leaving it all behind. To hell with Warren DeMartini! To hell with my job as a 
slut! To hell with that damned roof above my head! | preferred to live in the streets. And so | did. 


| found myself comfortable on a dark alley and cried my eyes out. Now | had nothing .. but | had what 
mattered. | had my dignity back | had my freedom and above all, | had my hopes and dreams restored! 


Part 3 


Jon's POV 
Before you ever judge me..yes, | was an asshole. Even | admit this. 


| was dating my long-term boyfriend Dave Sabo. We've been friends since.. ever? Maybe..and when those 
adolescence hormones hit us like a cannonball, we decided to try something more. At first, it was amazing. 
Makeouts at dark alleys and then, when we turned 18, backseat of my car turned into our cheap motel. Me on 


him, him on me..ourselves on ourselves..did that really matter? Not for young horny guys. 


But then, we had to work, and | decided what | wanted to do in life: be a singer in a rock'n'roll band. That was 
our dream, so | called him to be a guitarist there, together with me. David Bryan, Lemma, my school friend, 
was our keyboardist, Tico Torres, a Cuban immigrant, was our drummer and Alec John Such, a drunk ladies's 


man, was our bassist. 


We grew onto the dream. All we did was towards the fact that our band needed to make it. But you know..The 


reason to my living had a name, a well-known name: 

Bon Jovi 

Yes, it wasn't Dave anymore. He was my boyfriend, but above all, he was my guitarist. And | treated him as 
such. Criticism and mean actions..no longer was | his lover, but his boss and dictator. He was slightly turning 


into just a band companion, even though we lived together and slept on the same bed. 


One day, he came home to find me sitting on the bed, writing a song with my old acoustic guitar. | looked at 
him smiling and rushed to meet him pulling him for a hug, laying my hands on the small of his back. 


"Hey babel lm so happy you're back! | laid my head on his shoulder. 
"Hey Jon." he seemed so tired of it all. | faced him, all glad and then shoot this one up: 

"| wrote another song for out debut. | cant wait for you to hear and learn it! 

"Jon.! was out the whole day and this is what you have to tell me? Work stuff?! Jon! lm tired of this whole 
thing! It's been AGES since we last made love or even fucked!" he seemed so angry as he broke away from 


our embrace. 


"But babe..." | whined. "Its our dream! And it's coming true! C'mon, Dave." | sought him again, but he denied 
holding me. 


"Enough Jon..its YOUR dream. My dream was you to love me. But apparently you love them more." he began 


to cry "I just came from a strip club and he treated me better than my own boyfriend! | just can't stand this 
relationship anymore, Jon." 


He broke me with these words. He had been cheating on me. My mouth was hung opened. Cheating. How could 
he?! That was all it could think of. Not even a single time it crossed my mind that | was wrong by ignoring him, 


not giving him enough attention or loving him like | was supposed to. However all | could think of was: 


"Dave, you cant leave mel all we have together." | was in angry tears and he looked at me hopeful ".where 


could | find a better guitarist than you!" 


With that, he turned his back to me and told me his stuff was already at his mom's..l hadn't even noticed..And 
the last thing | heard from his lips was: 


"Goodbye Jon " 


Narrator's POV 


Richie slept on the streets, cozier than he ever was beneath his ex's shelter. His suitcase as pillow, winter 
trench coat as cover and his guitarcase in his arms..he cried himself to sleep. He felt himself as an object, a 
fuckdoll, useless for anything but sex and violence. The only thing that kept him alive was his music, so long 
untouched and not played. but having his guitar in his arms kept him hopeful for new days. He prayed for a 
change, and that it, please, was quick.. 


A single sunray got past the tall suburban buildings and shone exactly on his eyes, waking him at the earliest 
dawn. What a windy day it already was. Richie had just gotten up when he saw a single pink flyer being carried 
away from its birthplace by the wind. It approached him, hovered and danced around, as if begging for Richie 

to catch it, and he did. 


His heart raced as he read every single line of that pinkish piece of paper. 


GUITARIST NEEDED 

bluesy, swingy, sweet and passionate 
BON JOVI 

audition at May bth, 11:00 

Meeting : Bongiovi's barbershop 


It was his chance. A prayer was never heard so quickly and a change was never so longed for..And it was in 


his hands at that very moment. And he wasn't letting it go. 


Part 4 


Author's Notes: 
I always answer your feedbacks and comments, so if you wanna check out some teasers, go there Q 


Richie held that pamphlet closer to his heart. His chance! He finally could start a new life..all he needed was his 
heart, his hands, his guitar, and to wait until it was time to head to the meeting. 

AT THE MEETING 

"Fuck! Not even a disturbed late soul is showing up!" Jon swore around the barber shop. 


"Its all your fault, you called quits with that guitar hotshot.” Lemma said, stating that they weren't the 
responsible for that. 


The singer slapped the keyboardist back of the neck, trying to hide his pain around losing Dave. It was all his 
fault. If he had been nicer and kinder to him, they wouldn't be at the barber shop in such an embarrassing 
moment. His thoughts were cut by a punch on his jaw. Jon had not ready response but.: 


"Ouch, Lemma.". His tears becoming noticeable, even behind his sunalasses. He was broken. Dave's absence was 
9 9 


killing him..the fact that he had probably the best thing on Earth and lost it.. 


Sooner than ever thought they were all fighting and mainly arguing over Dave's departure and how Jon was or 
wants responsible for it. Did that really matter now? He had gone away from Jon's fancy forever and wasn't 
coming back not even if the president ordered him to! 


The singer was on the verge of breaking down when he noticed a melody coming from behind him. It was really 
low volume, because the guitar used was an electric with no amp. It was a long haired brunette, a little 
muscled strong but really soft with his playing. He was really a bluesman Who was he? No one but Richie 


Sambora, trying out his new life. 


Jon fixed his eyes on him and the rest of the band seemed just to be muted to his ears.just this exact 


moment was worth it. Seeing his fingers up and down the neck of his guitar, agile and sweet.. 
He couldn't noticed, but everyone now was savoring every note played but him. 
The brown eyes met the blue ones..as if they had met a long time ago.. 


"Hm..sorry. | couldn't help but get this babe out of the case and play a little." the guitarist said blushing, 
laughing at his own idiocy. He stopped his playing and was meaning to put his guitar aside. 


"No, please..keep on." Jon said softly, touching his guitar in a pushy manner, back to the owner's lap. Richie felt 
a certain emotion on his stomach..He wasn't sure if that was fear that he might touch him..or the highest 
level of hope. 


He had his guitar back on his lap, closed his eyes and played. Played a soft and bluesy melody... 


Jon felt that music getting into his very being and couldn't help but sing along. The rest of the band was just 
perplex. How comel? They didn't even know their names! 


Out of the blue, his guitar got “aggressive".full of harmonics and slides and hammer ons..yet he was still sweet 
towards its picking. 


The singer was struck by his soul..all there concentrated in guitar playing. He then got softer, 
softer.softer..until he finally stopped playing. With the widest and purest smile, he looked at his audience. 


"So..was it good?!" 

They all looked at each other..all surprised. That shy guy who just appeared was so good.. 

"You're in the band" Jon broke their line of thought. 

"Are you nuts?! There's still more people to come !" Lemma darted some harsh words toward him. 


"| don't mind who's to come, okay!? Jon shouts out, not standing the voices in his head anymore. "I don't want 


anyone else. want him in the band " he calmed down and spoke, closing his eyesight on Richie. 


"Well.let's hope you don't "Fuck him out" of the band, too, Bongiovi." Lemma teased and called the boys to head 
to their apartment. 


Jon decided to get to know his newest band member. So he sat by his side and looked at him smiling. 
"So .. I'm Jon Bongiovi, and you??" 

"I'm Richie..Richie Sambora" he said timidly as the blonde basically grabbed his hand and shakes it. 
"You play so damn welll Where do you live? So that we can head there and practice some more!" 

He blushed and looked down, saying softly and sadly. 

| don't have a home.| just ran away..you're my only chance..” 


Jon took his hands in his, innocently and smiled at him. 


"Well, now you do, Richie!" 


Part 5 


Author's Notes: 
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The two trotted down the road to Jon's house, that same one he had shared with David. He somewhat felt 
close to that brunette walking by his side, even though they had just met. Jon was fascinated by him. 


Richie, on the other hand, was feeling as if there was a whole bunch of butterflies in his stomach. Fear, for 
being taken to a stranger's home by a completely stranger man?! Hope, for being born into a new lair?! 
Anxiety, for not being good enough for them, especially Jon?l..or maybe..nah, that couldn't be, for sure..Okay, 


not so sure... 


"So, Richard.what got you into guitar? You play so Damn welll! Like..you're exactly what |.we were looking for | 
Sorry, | am a bit of an egoistic boss sometimes.." After cutting the guitarist's line of thought completely, he 
frowned as he noticed that he was indeed an idiot. 


"Well.first of all, you can call me Richie " chuckles. "I played to feed my hopes for better days..these that are 
to come, if you actually hire me.." frowns at the thought of this all not working. "And trust me, I've been 


working with worse men.worse than my last is basically impossible." 


The blonde patted his back, trying to reassure him that he was the chosen guitarist. Their eyes met once 


more and Jon let out. 


".if | even go bad with you, please tell me. | don't wanna be like that anymore." He said as he unlocked the 
door. "Please, feel at home..it will probably be your yours too, since you're homeless now..you can live here 
with me or at our apartment with the boys..its all up to you.." He put Richie's luggage on a corner and threw 


himself on the sofa, picking up his guitar. 


Richie was stunned. He had a home..more than one, actually! He just couldn't believe what his senses were 


capturing and sending to his brain. 


"Really, Jon? | mean.is it all true?..the job..the house." he was teary with emotion as he got his guitar out of 


the case. 
"Yes! Why would | be playing around with this!?" 


The guitarist felt bad that he was being a spaniard for Jon. He had to make that up even.and he just knew one 
way of doing this. 


Guitar laid down again, his eyes met Jon's in pure (and fake) seduction. He turned up the music and some sexy 
bluesy came out of the speakers. Making his way to the sofa, Richie unbuttoned his own shirt and ran his 
hands across his now bare chest, savoring the lust of the moment. In pure shock for knowing what was going 


on, the blonde got up and held his hands out of himself. 
"What are you doing!? Richardll" He was kind of mad. 


‘lm offering myself to you..showing how thankful | am for everything you've been doing for me.." He looked 
down, noticing he might have lost it all Tears began to roll down his rosy cheeks. 


"What's going on, ..Richie..?" He said sweetly and worried. He lifts his chin and sees rivers of tears. "..please, 


maybe | can help you..we're friends now." 


With that, the blonde sat him on the sofa and sat himself also, beside Richie, who collapsed on his lap in a 
complete weep. Tears, cries, bawls, sobs and sniffs was all that was around for the next half hour. Jon ran his 


fingers through his hair, in a reassuring way, saying everything wil be fine. 
"Richie..are you really okay..wanna share something..?" Says softly. 


Richie's teary eyes met Jon's blue and worried ones. He sat by his side and looked down, parting his lips to say 
the words that seemed like razors sharp to his heart, bleeding in the for of tears. 


"I'm a prostitute. ran away from my abusive "boyfriend’.my pimp .." 


Those words echoed throughout the tiny house. The blonde was stunned. He didn't know how to react to that 
information and everything that might have happened to the man in front of him. In a sudden and irrational 
act, Jon opened his arms, meaning for a hug. ".come here, Richie..please.." his voice cracked. He was afraid for 


his new friend. 


The brunette, in an even more irrational and sudden act, threw himself on the singer. In a beat of their hearts, 
Richie was on his lap, crying freely. Jon held him tight, also crying for him. He had never felt anything like 
this..was it reality, knocking on his door?..sadness, for the thought of what he went through?..anger? .. fear?! 
Or even..nah, it couldn't be.. 


Hands through the dark hair were calming each time more and more and more. His muscles were relaxing, his 
breath slowing down, his weep stopping..Jon's shirt was wet with the guitarist's tears, but now he was 
peaceful, sleeping in the blonde's tight hug. 


"IIl protect you.Richie, nothing bad will happen to you.." He kissed his head and sooner than thought.he also 
fell asleep. 


Part b 


Studio, 1983 


"Hey guys, it's all PERFECT! We just need one more song on the album and we can already master it and show 
the world who's Bon Jovil" 


Jon yelled happily from the singing aisle. They had just recorded Love Lies and were off to the last one, the 


one that he preferred to leave aside, since it always reminded him of Dave. Runaway. 


Towards his newest friend he walked, with his papers containing the new song. He sat by his side and smiled 


softly. 
"Do you think you can record one more Today?" 
"Yes, | guess..are we finishing the album today?" He smiled shyly. 


"| think so.it's just lacking one more." Jon felt a weight on his heart. Dave's last song. And now it was Richie 
the one to play that.it just felt so wrong, replacing him with no hard feelings ..but they were coming now. 


Richie took the papers from his hands and looked at the guitar tabs, signed on the far top, right side. 
to my eternal love, Dave Sabo..from Jon Bon Jovi 


His heart sank. Jon had a boyfriend..and it wasn't an average Joe..it was one of his clients. The brunette gulped 
and looked down, saying lowly. 


"You want me to record it now..?" 
Jon noticed his sadness and put an arm around him, reassuring him. 
"you don't have to do it today if you don't feel alright .." 


In a rush he removed the blonde's arm from around him. He felt harrassed once more! Someone touching him 


with double intentions! He got up and took the papers with him, going to the recording booth. 
"I do it." his voice seemed really cracky from his tears. 
He got his red Charvel and walked towards the recording booth. Insecurity took over him and and Richie just 


put the previous audio, being it almost finished, just stopped due to Dave's departure, that wasn't mentioned at 


all. 


An afraid and enraged guitar echoed and accompanied the drums, bass and keyboards. Poor Richie had little 
time to read the lyrics though. He just imagine how Jon's sweet voice would match those aggressive riffs, and 
for a moment, lost himself in his thoughts. Why, though?! Jon was nothing to him! Just the singer of the band 


he's in! 


On the other side, the blonde saw different things. He saw Richie replacing Dave on his band. But he was hurt. 
He was a better guitarist. A sweeter musician in all aspects. And now he was just afraid and annoyed of seeing 
another man in his one's place. Well.. his ex's place, to be exact. That studio section he was witnessing, for the 
first time, his new friend's fierce side. Richie not anymore was the defenseless runaway.he was a fighter who 


wasn't backing down for no fuck in this world. 


The brunette finished his guitar part and let his body relax and guitar hang. With a sigh, he removed his axe 
and placed it carefully on its spot and walked out towards Jon, papers in hand. 


"Here you go..the song for you beloved Dave." he said in a cocky way and hit Jon's chest with them, keeping on 


walking towards the studio couch. 


The blonde was struck by a hard feeling. Richie talking about Dave..that seemed so wrong and weird. It seemed 
as if the two had already met. Yet he remained frozen there as he heard his steps going more silent each one 


he took His heart was raced and his thoughts were blank and he just heard his own voice saying: 
"He's not my beloved one! Nevermorell” 


Richie stopped and looked back at Jon. Both surprised with the words that were echoing, they looked at each 
other. The brunette felt all the intensity coming from his friend, who looked down and said.. 


"We don't have time to arrange another song. It has to be this one. Now lets record the singing, shall we?" As 


he headed to the voice booth without hesitation. 


Realizing he wouldn't wait for him, Richie followed his singer. Approaching calmly, he asked to see the lyrics or 


hear how they were. 
"They go almost like this.. 


On the street where you live girls talk about their social lives 
They're made of lipstick, plastic and paint 
A touch of sable in their eyes 


All your life all you asked 
When is your Daddy gonna talk to you 
But we're living in another world 


Tryin’ to get your message through 


No one heard a single word you said 
They should have seen it in your eyes 
What was going around your head 


Oh, she's a little runaway 
Daddy's girl learned fast 
All those things he couldn't say 


Ooh, she's a little runaway 


A different line every night 

Guaranteed to blow your mind 

See you out on the streets 

Call me for a wild time 

So you sit home alone 

‘Cause there's nothing left that you can do 
There's only pictures hung in the shadows 


Left there to look at you 


You know she likes the lights 

At night on the neon Broadway signs 
And she don't really mind 

Its only love she hoped to find 


Oh, she's a little runaway 
Daddy's girl learned fast 
All those things he couldn't say 


Ooh, she's a little runaway 


No one heard a single word you said 
They should have seen it in your eyes 
What was going on your head 


Oh, she's a little runaway 
Daddy's girl learned fast 
All those things he couldn't say 
Ooh, she works the night away" 


Tears grew in Richie's eyes. "Runaway"?! "Daddy's girl learned fast all the things he couldn't say"?! "Now she 
works the night away"?! "Call me for a wild time"?l.these were the words going around HIS head and he couldn't 
bear the pain in his chest. Richie started to cry hard and rushed to the bathroom, locking himself in a stall. 


How could he actually think Jon wouldn't hurt him!? He was indeed a runaway..and what to blame?! He had 


indeed work the night away and it seems Jon wanted to poke fun outta that.how naive could he be..he'll never 


be anything else than a bitch, he guessed. 


Part 7 
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How could he be so dumb at the point of thinking Jon would actually care about him?! Now Richie was back to 
the one he should have never left..his solitude. 


Ah, those stall walls felt like a fortress to him, holding him captive but also secure from the rest of the cruel 
world outside. He wanted nothing but to cry. For leaving his college. For leaving his family. For leaving his steady 
Job. For failing with his dreams. For failing with himself. For being idiot and trusting Warren AND Jon.. 

His loneliness felt at the same time cosy and judgemental. The brunette just thought that killing himself would 
be the best option.or just agreeing with Jon and running away..yes, he was a runaway and what's wrong with 
that!? 

On the other side of the story, Jon was desperate. What had he done?! Had he hurt him? Had Richie had a bad 
flashback? All together? And mainly..WHAT IS HE SUPPOSED TO DOI? He doesn't want for it to be like Dave all 
over again. 

The blonde turn rags the paper so that the dedicated words came be written and rushes to the bathroom, in 
search of his guitarist. Unfortunately, he is greeted by an empty room, for what it seems. Walking and walking 


between stalls and mirrors and faucetts, he finally stopped and sat on the collective sink, frowning. 


Suddenly he hears soft and silent sobs. The blonde searches for where the sounds are coming from and 


noticed a pair of chuck taylors and no-yanked pants. There was Richie. 
Rushing to the stall door, he stood like a 6-year old kid: 

"Hey, Richie..." 

"GO AWAY" He shouted from within. 

"Richie | won't. | just wanna talk to you.." Jon said calmly. 


"| DON'T WANNA TALK TO YOU! EVER AGAINI! GO THE FUCK AWAY!" 


"| won't give up on you, Rich.." 


The crying grew really audible and Jon just distanced from the stall, sitting back on the sink. What had he 
done? He lost what seemed to be the only one who could get him back on the tracks, the only one who made 


his thoughts go innocent and productive . The only one who made his heart beat gladly... 


During the next hours, Jon thought everything those lyrics could mean to him. The girl in runaway could be 
understood as a slut, he had to admit it now. But "works the night away" was never working sexually. It was as 


a waitress! It was too late now tho.. 


Meanwhile, Richie thought on ways of killing himself right there. It seemed as if there was no life out of that 
small rectangle of concrete, plastic and porcelain. He looked at the wall..he could hit his head on it until it 
cracked open. The vase..he could drown himself on toilet water..or hitting his head on it or breaking it to pieces 


and cutting critical areas of his body..the shoelaces weren't a bad idea either... 


Who was he to ever lie?! He couldn't bring himself not even to killing himself. He was such a coward that he 
couldn't even commit suicide! So he just hoped that, by exhaustion and dehydration, he could die right 


there..from crying .. 


Jon was heart-sunk. He couldn't do a thing! If he opened the door, Richie would be worse and if he didnt, he 
would either kill himself or never more leaving that tiny space. His hopes were that he would eventually leave 


there and meet him..and not madden at him. 


Which after 6 hours he did. The brunette was exhausted and decided that he was such a huge loser that he 
couldn't even die. His anger didn't boil inside him, cuz he was too tired for it to do so. Instead, he felt a deeper 


emptiness as he asked 
"Why you still here..?" In a debauched way. 


Richie's face was swollen from too much crying and his body too weak to move, so he just stood still, looking 
vaguely at the blonde, who hoped on his feet again and walked towards him. 


"To apologize, above all ." he said truly. The other man couldn't quite believe the words he was hearing."..say 
I'm sorry, now | understand all what those lyrics must have felt to you and how mean of me it was to sing 
them for you." 


Richie was still stunned, not believing this was happening. 


"If you feel better, we can write another song or adapt the lyrics. just dont want you hurt.” smiled at his 


companion. ".do you forgive me?" 


"..y.yes..' he couldn't even believe his mind had made him say that. The brunette just aimed for the sink and 
sat on it looking at his feet. ".why do you care about me..?" 


Feeling his sadness, Jon sat by his side, looking up and then at his own moving feet. 

".I do cuz | learned that people has Feelings and we must respect that..l don't know what you've been through, 
but | respect that and think you're a fighter for being through it all. | admire it and | promise I'll try my best 
not to hurt you.." 


"It was because of Dave, wasn't it..." he sighs, looking at Jon. 


In shock for his new friend getting it so right, he answered calmly. "Yes, its because of him. He was my fiancee 


and | let him go cuz my job addiction." he looks down after hearing those words from his own mouth. 
"| was to get married too..with Warren. But | discovered he abused of me when | was unconscious.” his crying 
started again when he proffered the words. "He was raping me every day .. since the day we met.. he wanted 


me a slut so that he could earn money with my body and have me for whatever he wanted.." 


The blonde couldn't help but cry along with his friend. Getting up from the sink, he stood in front of him, 


hugging him in a warm way. 


"I'm sorry for what he had done..and l'm sorry for having hurt you with Runaway..we can skip that." he 
whispered. 


"its Just a song, right?..I need to get over my demons.." 
The hug grew tighter "I'll help you, Richie l will." 


The two stayed like this for the next 30 minutes, when Richie collapsed in exhaustion in Jon's arms, being taken 


home by him bridal-style. 


Part 8 


No car seemed a shame to Jon, and it could be use of so much help right now.. 

He was trotting back home, Richie passed out in his arms. "An angel", he thought, "he looks exactly like an 
angel". The more Jon looked, the more sure he was that his new friend was special. His smile, when he actually 
showed it, was so glad and radiant and his eyes so childish.he was pure and innocent completely. 

As they approached home, Jon began to think how would he manage to open the door with both arms locked. 
But those who are willing always find a way, and he managed to unlock the door and push it with his shoulder. 
Once in, the blonde felt more secure and happy for Richie being safe and sound at last. Kicking the door shut, 
he proceeded upstairs, Richie still in his arms. 

Getting to his room, he laid him on his bed. It was on the corner of the room, on the wall opposite to the door. 
Jon placed his friend on the soft matress, caressing his hair and tucking him in, really caring. The conversation 
they had earlier made him rethink his actions towards him and the question that hovered his thoughts was 
"what does it cost to be kind and gentle?", so based on his answer of "nothing", he was doing everything for 
Richie to feel okay. 

Getting the tiny lamp on and the lights off, Jon heard a mumble. 

"Jon." It was Richie. 

He crouched near his bed and spoke softly. 

"yes, Richie?." 

"I'm afraid.! don't wanna be alone..." he said in a weak voice. 

Caressing his hair, Jon said 

"is there something | can do?." 

"sleep with me..?" His soft and weak eyes met Jon's blue and willing eyes. 

"Il see what | can do..." 

And with that, he put all the pillows against the wall and sat on the heading of the bed, leaning Richie's head on 
his lap. Instead of minding being a cushion, as he usually would, he was now liking giving him support. Running 


his hands through his hair, caressing his clean-shaven cheek.Jon was beginning to feel something in his 


stomach that he didn't quite know what it was, but he couldn't let go of it. 


Slowly, he felt his own slumber kicking in. Between yawns and eye-rubbings and caresses to Richie's hair, Jon 
fell asleep. 


The next morning, he woke up alone and full of covers around him, making him cozy. Stunned for not finding his 
new friend, he feared that he might be gone forever. What would he do without himl? He couldn't be gone..not 
now that he had a steady life! 


Desperate, Jon ran to his own room, hoping to find Richie there. No. The upper bathroom. No. .. His blood ran 
cold in fear in his veins as he prayed that he hadn't done anything stupid. 


Running downstairs he found the living room all opened in windows and the TV on, with a brunette sitting on 
the sofa drinking steaming black coffee from a mug, heating his hands. Brown eyes met blue and Jon's heart 
grew quiet once more, sitting by his side. 

"I'm sorry for yesterday altogether..from running to the bathroom, sleeping on the way here and on your lap. | 
swear it won't repeat" He said almost like a little robot. Jon felt a knot in his stomach, laid his hand over his 
and said. 

"I'm the one apologizing „but above all thanking you for not running away." he smiled as he squeezes his hand. 
The guitarist blushes at an unimaginable way and looked down. No one had ever cared for him, felt his 
absence.. 

"L.I hope you don't mind | made us some coffee" Richie spoke softly. 

"Nah, that's fine. We're SHARING the house, so it means it's also yours!" Jon smiled and poked his cheek. 

"l'm gonna get some more..want some?" 

"Yes. Pleasell" He spoke in a soft voice and the brunette headed for the kitchen. 

As soon as he left , the phone rang and Jon picked that up. 

"Hello, is this John Bongiovi Jr?" 


"Yes, it's him on the line.” 


"Here is Doc McGhee and | heard your demos for your album and | think all you guys need now is 


management! And I'm offering it to you guys...” 


Richie came back to find a smiling and excited Jon He looked at the standing man and mimicked screaming in joy 


as he answered: 


"Yes! Yes! Of course Il We need youl" 


"So meet you all in two weeks, Mr Bongiovi. Bye" and the man hang. 
The blonde ran and hugged the guitarist "WE'VE GOT MANAGEMENT" 


He was in shock They were becoming important and growing in the musical way, so he couldn't help but smile 


and commemorate with him. Jumping and screaming an crying in joy, they sat on the sofa again. 
"This requires celebration!" Richie said cheerfully and put on Van Halen |. 


Right in front of Jon, he began to strip smiling, using all his sensuality in order to make the blonde th happiest 
man on Earth. First unbuttoning the shirt, then letting it fall, then unbuttoning the jeans, then.. 


"What the Fuck, Richiel?" And buttoning everything back. He was looking straight inside his eyes and is 


completely confused. 
‘|| thought you'd like it." Panicked a little. 


"You don't need to strip or Fuck with me to be respected and being my friend! We don't need to fuck to 
celebrate!" Says kinda smiling. 


He looks down and smiling. Jon was really protecting him..and liked him for what he truly was, not for his body 


or professional actions. In a happy way, he asked. 
"So how will we celebrate?" 
Jon held him by getting an arm across his back, really partnery alike. 


"Simple. Let's go out for some beer!" 


Part 9 


What it seemed to be a perfect and harmonic lair of two broken friends, soon was taken by the blonde's 
addiction all over again..work. Richie was really happy of having a shelter, food, company and now a job, but his 
heart went to pieces upon seeing Jon so serious. He tried to cherish him with jokes ... "I'm working, Richie". He 
tried treats...'no, thank you, Richie. I'm not hungry." He even tried music, to which his reaction was way 
harsher .. "I'm trying to work on melody here, Richard". the only moments they were together was creating 
the melodies and at breakfast. Long gone were the days where the two had terrifying nightmares and slept in 
the same bed shushing each other. Gone were his tight hugs too, that mended the broken guitarist. Life was 
hard now..and the nights were getting colder, with only him upstairs as the singer "worked" so much. As the 


tears fell, his heart was also breaking. 
One night, his blood pulse was really intense for no apparent reason, at least for him. Maybe Jon needed a 
relax, and he knew no better leisure than loving. And by loving he meant the very own feeling, not acts of 


lechery. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


A mild afternoon and there stood the blonde, sitting in front of a piece of paper and holding his own as he 


wrote love songs, even though he himself wasn't living one. He sighed profoundly, but kept on in his work 


Upon seeing this scenery, the brunette held him from behind, really heartily, showing all his feeling towards 
him. Planting a kiss on his head, Richie smiled, however the reaction of Jon's wasn't of the best. 


"Richie.how many times do | need to say: you don't have to offer your body to be lovedl! I'm trying to work 


here nowll" 


Sadly sighing, the guitarist found his way to the sofa, back to his old guitar, that never left him or was to 


leave. 

"Uhuh...fine..and when do we go back in studio?" 

His voice was sweet and his tone of the purest concern to the future of his friends and his own. Jon was 
sitting, receiving information on the phone and arranging stuff for the next album..still feeling unloved when 


Doc said "you can be a star! Just sing your love songs!" 


Tears rolled down from the singer's face and fell on the guitarist's just placed hands. Denim against calluses. 


Weak smile on his face, he stroke his thigh lightly tightly and placed a kiss on his cheek, now red in blush. 


".Doc..Can | talk to you about it later? Need to talk to Richie thanks" and he hang, kinda mad. 


In a raged act, Jon took his hand off his thigh and yelled. "Fuck, Richardl! I'm on the telephone! | don't need you 


services! | can live on my own!" 
And with that..the brunette headed upstairs crying. All he wanted was to help.. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Laying on his own bed, Jon was sleeping but not tightly, but having a terrible nightmare. Tossing and turning 


and crying in his sleep.the dream seemed to be on being alone, for his quiet cries. 


While coming back to his own room after having some water, Richie saw that scene and his heart broke. His 


friend had been acting rudely on him but it was no excuse for him not to help in a moment like this. 


Lightly and silently, he laid behind him, holding him. He softly whispered "I'm here..you're not alone. " and held 


the blonde closer. 


Almost immediately, he turned to face him, still sleeping. ".l know..". The brunettes heart enlightened for some 


seconds, but only to be broken again, when the blonde woke up. 

"What are you doing here, you pervi?" 

"you were having a nightmare. was trying to calm you like so many times ..." says looking down. 

Richie, | think | can do it on my own, tharks..” he smiles sadly, dismissing him clearly. He was to have a great 


day, one with his family, and Richie didn't have any but him and his guitar, the last being the one he went to 


after the first saying he was useless now. 

"So Jon.how's life going? It's been some ages you don't visit usl! How's you and Dave?!" 

The blonde fidgetted his hair in his fingers and sweated hard before answering: 

"Dave left me..for good." 

A whole mess emerged in that dining table. As if he wasn't hurt enough by the entire action that took place in 
his own home, and the true hole in his heart and soul, he had to answer an interrogatory about his new life 
and band and job and house.. 


"And the band?! Who's the guitarrist now?!" 


"A man called Richard, that showed by at our auction" 


"Are you working alone, | mean, writing alone?" 
"No, Richie is my partner in work" 

"Are you living alone in that huge house?!" 
"No, | share with Richie." 


They all looked at each other. This name seemed to be now an important part of his life, but none had the 
courage to raise the voice and ask the question that hang in the air. However.his little brother.. 


"Jon, do you love Richie?!" 


And the family grew silent as Jon's cheeks grew hot and his hands cold. His thoughts were all scrambled by 
such a question, yet he had to answer, and he didn't know how to! For the very first time.he ran out of 


words. He was mute, but he had to try. 
"nnno, Matt. l'm not. Richie and | are just good friends. One day you'll understand Matt.." 


"But Jon, Lemma is also a good friend and you don't say his name every time you open your mouth to speak! 


Not even when you were with Dave it was like itl" 


Pale, mute, Jon felt his heart stopping, his breathing hissing and his mind blanking..all he could do was open his 
mouth and say without any sound: 


"Richie." 


VIII INIZIA III INI NI III 


"_ah...ah...ah!" 


The sound of moans echoed in the tiny bedroom of Richie's. His body was somewhat craving for some sexual 
action, and he did what he could. Something blurry was in his mind and was affecting his very mental health 
and driving him sexually mad! Touches on his skin could be faked by his own hands, a body beneath him was 
faked by a pile of pillows, the other moans could be faked by his own ones..but he couldn't fake the kisses he 


was longing for, nor how good he wanted that blurry figure to go down on him. 
"..ahl.aH.aH!" 


Holding the pillows wasn't like holding his body next to him.he couldn't feel his heartbeats. Rocking his hole 
against the matress and cushions wasnt like riding him..he missed his touch. Touching his hard cock wasn't like 


having him to strike him.he wanted his skin against his! 


"AHLAHLAAH" 


Trembling was his whole body and yet there he was alone! No one to rescue him from this awkward and 
desperate situation! And he didn't even know who was the man he dreamed of that was making him go crazy 
and have his emotions on the bare touch of his skin! Richie didn't even know who was the man who was making 


him cum without laying a single finger on him! 

"AAHI, JONI!" 

Covered was his mouth in shock The answer to the vague questions that appeared in his mind was just 
thrown as he got his bed sheets covered in white..the blur was over and his feelings were now clear..the one 


he loved was.. 


"Jon..." 


Part 10 


After a big concert in New Jersey, during their first tour. 
"GOOD NIGHT, NEW JERSEY! IT'S AWESOME TO SEE YOU AGAIN AND SEE YOU NEXT TIIME" 


The concert ends. They made it. They were playing at good places and gathering some crowd. Finally living out 


of the dream of being a musician. However the dream of being loved ..that seemed far away yet. 


Every day Richie would wake up and sign sadly due to the fact that no one actually loved him. Jon as just 
being nice to him because of the situation he was found in, but not that he was loved! And that brought tears 
to his eyes and pinching to his heart. 


Every night Jon would lay his head on the pillows and think how he missed being loved, being kissed goodnight, 
held close at night.he was alone and lonely, his tears on the bedsheets made it clearer every night that passed 


by. 

However, one thing was changed since the beginning of this Bon Jovi journey: Sambora's heart. His heartbeat 
was growing intense whenever he laid his eyes on his blonde friend, and he was sweating and was mute every 
time Jon was talking to him. The conclusion he took is that he fell in love with Jon Bon Jovi . 

At stage, he couldn't keep his eyes off his ass, .so fleshy.., his movements and his presence. Jon would always 
lean himself on Richie's shoulder and sing the both on the same mic, sometimes even singing love songs eye to 


eye..breath against breath..millimeters of distance between their lips. 


The feeling seemed mutual, maybe it was, but the fear didn't let him clear this question: "he loves me?.he 


loves me not?". However, one day he took up courage and the result was this.. 
".good job, guys! ..good job!..good job!" 


Jon greeted them all, happy for the night's concert. No flaws and no surprises. He was as amused as never 
before seen. Not for too long, though. 


"Jon.can | have your attention for a second?" Called a really ease Richie. 
"Sure!" He answered smiling. 
The destination was Richie's dressing room, where he thought it would be a little more private. Externally he 


was extremely at ease, even more than normal, as if it was the first day after an eternal war, but internally, 


his heart was raced and his mind almost blanking if not for some moments of lucidity. 


Closing the door, Jon looked at him smiling. 


"You were AWESOME todayll You were at your best! | think it was the best decision of my life to have you 


here with m." 


Not being able to finish his sentence, Jon gasped at the touch of Richie's lips against his collarbone, really close 
to his neck, being pinned against the wall. 


"Rich." he moaned softly and gave him access to his neck. The blonde clasped his hands together the 


brunette's and seemed to be enjoying the moment. 


He blinked for a second and there he was, laid on the bed, moaning softly at the nibbles on his neck and at the 
soft weight on his chest and body. Hands unbuttoned his shirt and let themselves run on that hair mess on his 
chest skin.. soon began the trail of sloppy kisses on it, beginning with a lick from the upper neck down to the 
very centre of his chest. 


A panting and moaning mess took place as Jon's hands couldn't help but feel the already bare back of Richie's 
as his mouth headed south, paying more attention to both sides of his V, running his tongue across the 
musculature. Reaching his, he unbuttoned it and unzipped his pants with his teeth, taking his chance to pant 


over him. 


Inside him there was a whole volcano of lust and desire and he hopped to sit on him and unbutton himself 
sensually. Jon licked his lips and couldn't hide his boner anymore..he was indeed turned on by the sight of a 
muscular and beautiful man on him and panting his lust as he tried to unzip without getting even more turned 


on, head tilted back and closed eyes.Jon was simply stunned by the image in front of him. 


The brunette whispered quite loudly: ".| need you.!" And leaned to kiss his lips passionately, the ones he always 
dreamed of touching, the ones he was mad for.. 


An unexpected event occurred though. Jon's hand got between their lips and his eyes closed in an extreme 


move as he grew lucid for a moment: 
"Richard! Stopl! Right nowl!" He demanded and he did so 

"What's wrong." he couldn't finish. 

"You seem to like being a bitch, right!? Because even when | say | don't need your services.that you said you 
didnt want to keep onl.you never listen! Its like as if | was yours!! So now | say: | DON'T NEED PROSTITUTION! 


I'm getting well with my own self and | don't wanna Fuck you! Understood?!" He said in an explosion of anger. 


Tears ran down from Richie's eyes. Those words seemed like daggers reaching his heart straight. He just 


considered him a friend, a fellow bandmate..a bitch. Darting off the bed, he yelled at him. 


"Who said | wanted to offer you any services?! | wanted you to make love to mell Yes, | fell in love for you, 


Jon Bon Jovi! Thinking you were any different from the men I've known out therell lt seems | was wrong.." 
Zipping up his pants, Richie stormed out into the New Jersey streets, bawling and crying his eyes out. 
"Richie ..." Jon was stunned. Richie loved him. All this time it wasn't him using of his "techniques" to have a 
one night stand with him..Richie wanted him to make love to him. His heart pounded inside his ribcage and the 


words couldn't be produced, so he dressed himself and ran after him. 


At the very door, he faced the streets, only to find Richie disappeared into the New Jersey night. 


Part Il - FINAL 


Author's Notes: 

The end of this journey about abusive relationships is here to stay and say that sometimes, all we need is 
dialogue, that the difference between problematic and healthy is the talking and response. And that Jon-Richie 
is always the shipp to go with © 


Again on the streets crying, the least he wanted! Richie was miserable, sweaty and almost half naked due to 
his stage clothes, how close his life had become to the past was making him cry even more. In his mind, he 
could only hear: 

Warren."Richie Sambora, my sexy bitch!" 

Jon.."You seem to like being a bitch, right?" 

And his own voice.."you will never be anything but a bitch." 

To his so charming luck, it started to rain. Miserable, sweaty, almost naked and now wet. Good griefl On his 
way back to his adolescence house, since he couldn't stand going back to his then current and see Jon's things 
and scent his smell and feel his presence altogether, he felt the world upon his shoulders. Tears in the rain and 
lost in the block he knew so well... 

His weight got too much and Richie stopped by a dead end, the same one he found the miraculous flyer on 
Leaning against the wall and looking down, he let his back slide against it until he was almost sat on the 
sidewalk...if a hand didn't strangle his neck in place. 


"Back again, right, bitch?" 


It was Warren all over again. The same smirk on his lips..but the evil was now more apparent. Drawing himself 


closer to his body, he got Richie back on his feet by the neck and pushed him back to the wall. 
" missed me, don't you..? That blonde isn't enough for you?.." 

Eye to eye stare, evil to crying. 

"Wait, | know!..he didn't love you backl..he couldn't get with that fact you're a sleazy bitch!" 
Richie looked down in tears, telling himself off. 


"dont worry, uncle Warren will take care of you..." And the evil man forcefully kissed his lips, which were 


chapped from the constant crying of that night. Little by little he leaned on Richie and shove his knee between 
his shaking legs. Richie was desperate. In a sudden move of rage, he pushed Warren away from him and looked 


madly at him. 
"oooh, Richie-baby is being fierce..roar!" He did a clawing motion with his hand. 


The feeling inside Richie was a mix of everything he has felt all these years: rage, fear, betrayal, rejection, 
madness..and it boiled inside him to the point of.. 


"Look here, you piece of shit!" He growled to Warren as he shove him against the wall. Anyone could tell his 


patience was sent to space at that very moment. 
"mad, my bitch?" He made fun "How cute, you think you can overpower me, right.guess you don't" 


A hand came down to his crotch and was around him, only a thin leather layer separating them. Fury in his 
veins, he found his way to his pocket, where one of his most precious and lost possessions always laid, to his 


sake and protection: his switchblade knife, with the engravings of "Richie Sambora, my sexy bitch". 


In a sudden move, he just pushed the blade to his flesh, reaching the deepest the tiny metal could go. A 
throbbing pain in the left side of his chest proved where the acute tip of the knife laid: his heart. Warren was 
in shock by what happened. He was mouth-dropped and touches the wound and saw his own blood on his hands. 


"motherfucker." he said weakly and gasping. 


Now inverted, he was slidding his back on the wall, but Richie stood tall, shadowing the moonlight that shone 
above them. Warren's bottom touched the ground and he tried weakly to remove the knife from his chest, but 


Richie knelt in front of his and dove it back in his chest, twisting as the other man screamed in pain. 
"Richie, you cruell.." 


"You sure it is me?! You took me away from my family life and I'm the cruell? You raped me every day and 
I'm the cruel?! You made me sell my body against my will and I'm the cruel?! You came to me to just made 
me worse and l'm the cruel one?! Fuck you, Warren! You fucked my life up!! | want you to go to helll" He 


screamed crying as he twisted the knife and made him cry even more. 


"..Richard..you are a bad bitch..." he said his last words spitting on his face, and then, he let his head fall and 
took his last breath. It was over. Warren was dead and gone, and now his body laid there completely loose 
against that infamous wall. The engravings of "Richie Sambora, my sexy bitch" were now filled in blood as the 
rest of ghr metal shone in moonlight. Richie was now leaning his forehead on his late pimp's, thinking of what 
he had just done. 


Steps could be head in the splashing water.. 


" RICHIE! Richard..." 


It was Jon, crying and soaked in sweat and rain water. He was panting and in the middle of that street, 


moonshine being the only one to reveal his face features. 
The now murderer looked at him in tears and cried out softly "..Jon.please, no." 
The blonde answered, also crying out: 


"| saw it all, I'm sorry, Richard.|'m truly sorry. didn't mean to hurt you in any way and now you were in 


danger because of my actions!" 
And there he cried more. 


"| just wanted to protect you and | did the inverse and now l'm sure you hate me, | won't judge you, and if you 
wanna kill me with that very same knife,.." He opened his arms, surrendering to him and he dropped his head in 


tears. 


"you can kill me indeed! Just please let me say these words to you, that | was too afraid to say and just too 
idiot for such..." and then he looked right at his also teary eyes. "Richard Stephen Sambora, | love you. The 
truth is that | always loved you, just couldn't bring myself to understand these feelings and | wanted you to 
never feel like he made you feel..but | fucked up, even though, | love you, | love you truly!" He sobbed as he 


spoke, arms still opened and he looked down again, ready to face his fate 


The brunette got up and was in shock. Jon did love him. He was just lost with everything inside his head and 


heart. .. he loved him... 


And by realizing that, he ran to hold him tight. He missed this feeling. He missed being loved for real. He 
missed not feeling alone.. . Jon, on the other side, was shocked by not feeling a sting of stabbing on his chest 
but him himself. Richie understood it all and accepted his apologies for what happened..he could help himself 
but hold him tight back. 


"| love you, Jon.don't ever leave mel Don't let me fallll" He cried on his collarbone. 


"| love you, Richie..and from now on, it's us. I'll never let you fall or hurt you again." The blonde cried on his 


head. 


In the middle of the streets, there they were. The rain had stopped and the two lovers remained there, on 


each other's arms. In a lovely move, Jon raised Richie's head and looked at him in the eyes. 


"I'm sorry, | stained your white stage outfit with my bloody hands.." and he looked down again, but his now 


lover caressed his cheek, making him keep eye contact again 


"dont worry..that's replaceable, you arent." and by finishing his sentence, he made his lips meet for the first 
time. The brunette was stunned, but Jon's hand on his face called him down, and the two erjoyed the so longed 
kiss. 


The kiss that sealer their fate: leaving their pasts behind and starting a new story..together. 


